doggedly undertaken, without unreasonable hope, and
regretting that her husband took so little part in it. As he
looked at this tall man, so gentle, strong, and generous, and
at the woman, with her haggard face and greying hair, strong
also and unselfish, Antoine thought once more of the
unbridgeable and eternal gulf between two human beings
who loved each other with such close affection. To tell the
truth he was acutely conscious of this essential discord
without being able to define its nature, and he could do no
more than recognize the symptoms as they appeared. How-
ever, since he had known Yvette, a commendably simple
explanation had gradually impressed itself upon his mind.
He had discovered that his father was a man and his mother
a woman, both of them being of solid stuff and sound
complexion, not like those husbands and wives, each of
whom advances half-way in order to sink into a state of
placid compromise.

6 Has Antoine told you about his school friend who has
invited him down to the country ? ' asked Michaud.

' No, not yet,' said Antoine. ' It's Tiercelin, a fellow in
my class, who wants me to spend a few days with him in
Burgundy during the Easter holidays.'

' That will be all right/ said Helene. c You certainly need
a change. I think you've got thinner.'

c I want to ask you something,' said Michaud with a smile.
c When you dream, do you see things in colour ? '
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